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They've settled the time and they Ve settled the place,
They *ve paid for the wine and the ale,

They 've bitten their gloves, and their steps they

retrace.
To their castles in Ettrick's Vale.

PLATE II
Morituri (te) scdufant

c Now buckle my broadsword at my side

And saddle my trusty steed;
And bid me adieu, my bonnie bride,

To Yarrow I go with speed.

c I Ve passed through many a bloody fray

Unharmed in health or limb;
Then why is your brow so sad this day

And your dark eye so dim ?'

* Oh, belt not on your broadsword bright,

Oh, leave your steed in his stall,
For I dreamt last night of a stubborn fight,
And I dreamt I saw you fall.'

* On Yarrow's braes there will be strife,

Yet I am safe from ill;
And if I thought it would cost my life,
I must take this journey still.'

He turned his charger to depart

In the misty morning air,
But he stood and pressed her to his heart

And smoothed her glossy hair.

And her red lips he fondly kissed

Beside the castle door,
And he rode away in the morning mist,

And he never saw her more I